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Im partial ſhe ina ulg d ber noble Raye, 
And Satire was the Buſine ſs of the Stage ; 


NG TAS RAE TONE TE | 


PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. THEO, CIBBER. 


TN ancient Greece the Comic Muſe appear d, 
Sworn Foe to Vice, by Virtue's Friends rever'd 3 


No reigning Ill was from her Cenſure free, 


No Sex, no Age of Man, and no Degree; 


Wboe'er by Paſion was, or Folly, led, 


| The laurt bd Chief, or ſacerdotal Head, 


The pedant Sophift, or imperious Dame, 
She 2 d the Evil, nor conceald the Name. 


. 


Hin hard the Fate of Wives in thoſe ſad Times, 


When faucy Poets wou'd chaſtiſe their Crimes 
When each cornuiing Mate, each rampant Filt, 
Had her Name branded on the Stage with Guilt ' 
Each Fair may now the Comic Muſe endure, 


| And join the Laugh, tho at berſelf, ſecure. 


Lind to a patient Lord, this Night bebold 
A wilful, head ſtrong, Termagant and Scold, _ 
Who, tho" her Husband did what Man cou'd do, 


Ibe Devil only cou'd reclaim like you,” 
Like you, whoſe Virtues bright embelliſh Life, 


And add a Bleſing to the Name of Wife, -— 


A merry Wag, to mend vexatious Brides, 


Theſe Scenes began, which ſhak'd your Fathers Sides, 


And we, obſequious to your Taſte, prolong 


Tour Mirth, by courting the Supplies of Song; 
If you pprove, we our Deſires obtain, 


And by your Pleaſure ſhall compute our Gaiu. 
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MEN. 


Sir John Loveule, An ** 


Country- Gentleman, beloved 25. Sropprlacr 
bis Hoſpitality, 3 


Butler, 


„Mr. Berry. 
Cook, 


Mr. Vet erile; 
Mr. Leigh. 


Coachman, C Mr. Cray. 
obſon, A Pſalm - ſmging Cobler, 

J Tenant to Sir John, 8. Mr. Har per. : 

Dottor, BW, De Mr. Oates. 


WOMEN. 


: Lady Loverule, V. ife to Sir] ohn, 


a proud, canting, braving fa- Tus 6 Grace. N 
nat ical Shrew. .. 


Lu "Ng . Miſs 8 At 
Lees [ Her Maids. Miſe Viliams, . 


Nell Jobſon? s Wife, An aan: Tg Ro e | 


— Girl, 


Tenants, Servants. 


SCENE, 4 CounVilage, 


n)) Co 
DEVIL to PAT; 

* .. 9 08 Tun 

* Wives MzTAMoRPHos'D. 


Jobſon and Nell. 
— + 


[ 


A 


we to-night, and for once make 
(FEES merry at hem. 
WE N J. Peace, Peace, you Jade, and 
N i 2D. oo ſpin; for, if I lack any Thread 
e a Ay . - . - * # 2 

bor my ſtitching, I will puniſh you 


Nell. Ay warry, * of that; whilſt you take 
2 ſwing at the Alehouſe, ſpend your Subſtance, get 
runk as a Beaſt, then come home like a Sot, and uſe 
dne like a Dog. PEST | | 
Job. Noutz ! do you ptate? Why, how now, Brazen- 
face, do you ſpeak ill of the Government ? Don't you 
know, Hufly, that I am King in my own Houſe, and 
that this is Treaſon againſt my Majeſty. | 8 
Nell. Did ever one heat ſuch Stuff But! pray yon 

how; Jobſonz don't go to ws Alchouſe to-night. 1 
Job. 


Ihe Devil to Pay; Or, 
| Jeb. Well, Pl humour you for once, but don't grow 
ſaucy upon't; for | am invited by Sir John Loverule's But- 
ler, and am to be princely drunk with Punch at the Hall- 
| Place; we ſhall have a Bowl large enough to ſwim in. 
5 Nell. But they ſay, Husband, the new Lady will not 
- ſuffer a Stranger to enter her Doors; ſhe grudges even a 
: Draug it of Small Beer to her own Servants : and ſeveral 
of the Tenants have come home with broken Heads from 
her Ladyſhip's own Hands, only for ſmelling Strong Beer 
in her Houle. VVV 
| Jeb. A Pox on her for a fanatical Jade, ſhe has almoſt 
| diſtracted the good Knight: But ſhe's now abroad, teaſt- 
| ing with her Relations, and will ſcarce come. home to- 
| night; and we are to have much Drink, a Fiddle, and 
| merry Gambols: | wg 7. 
1 Nell. O dear Husband! let me go with you, we'll be 
| as merry as the Night's long. 2" 
Job. Why how now, you bold Baggage; wou'd you be 
carry'd to a Company of ſmooth- ac'd, eating, drinking, 
lazy Serving Men; no, no, you Jade, Vil not be a 
Cuckold. 3 5 
Nell. Pm ſure they wou'd make me welcome; you pro- 
mis'd | ſhou'd ſee the Houſe, and the Family has not been 
here fince you marry'd and brought me home. 
Job. Why, thou molt audacious Strumpet, dar'ſt thou 
difpute with me, thy Lord and Maſter ? Get in and ſpin, 
or elſe my Strap ſhall wind about thy Ribs moſt con foun- 
: aedly; 


1 


Nen * 
N 4 * 
A . 0 rowers; ours, 11 


1 


AIR I. The Twitcher. 


Hie that has the beſt Wife, 
beds the Plague of bis Life; | | 
But for ber that will ſcold and will quarrel, 
Let bim cut ber off ſhort 
Of ber Meat and ber Sport, 
And ten times a Day hoop ber Barrel, brave Boys, 
And ten times a Day hoop ber Barrel, 


N.. Well, we poor Women muſt always be Slaves, 
and never have any Joy; but you Men run and ramble 
at your Pleaſure. 


Job. Why, you moſt peltilent Baggage, will you be 
' hoop'd ? Be gone. PT. 


Nell, 


— ES 


n * 


The W: ve 
Nell. I muſt obe. LIB) [Gomg- 
Job Stay: now | think on't, here!s Sixpence for you, 

et Ale and Apples, ſtretch and puff thyſelf up with 

E rejoice and revel by thyſelf, be drunk and 

wallow in thy own Sty, like a grumbling Sow as thou art. 
| _ He that bas the beſt Wife, ah op ns 

She's the Plague of his Life, &c. [Exkeunt. 


SCENE HII. Sir Jon's. 
Butler, Cook, Footman, Coachman, Lucy, Lettice, &c. 
But. | wou'd the blind Fidler and our Dancing Neigh- 
bours were here, that we might rejoice a little, while our 
Termagant Lady is abroad; | have made a moſt ſov'reign 
Bowl of Punch. . 5 1 
Lucy. We had. need rejoice ſometimes, for our deviliſh 


s Metamorphos's, ; 


_ *new Lady will never ſuffer it in her Hearing. 


But. | will maintain there is more Mirth in a Galley. 


than in our Family: Our Maiter indeed is the worthieſt 


Gentleman —— nothing but Sweetneſs and Liberality. 
Foot. But here's a Houle turn'd topſy-turvy, from Hea- 

ven to Hell, ſince ſhe came hither. . ET. 
Lucy, His former Lady was all Virtue and Mildnefs. 


But. Ay, reit her Soul, ſhe was ſo ; but this is infpir'd 


with a Legion of Devils, who make her lay about her 


„ like aFury. 


Lucy. Jan ſure I always feel her in my Bones; if her 
Completion don't pleaſe her, or ſhe looks yellow Ma 
Moruing, I'm ſure to look black and blue for't e're Night. 

yok. Pox on her! I dare not come within her Reach. 

J have ſome fix broken Heads already. A Lady, quotha! 
a S1e-Bear is a civiler Animal. 15 
Foot. Heaven help my poor Maſter! this deviliſh Ter- 
magant ſcolding Woman will be the Death of him; I] 
never ſaw a Man ſo alter'd all the Days of my Life. 
| Cool, There's a perpetual Motion in that 1 ongue of 
hers, and a damn'd ſhrill Pipe, enough to break the 


4 Drum of a Man's Ear. 


Enter blind Fidler, Jobſon, and Neighbours. 


But. Welcome, welcome all; this is to or Wiſh. Honeſt 
old Acquaintance, Goodman Jobſon! how doſt thou ? 
Job. By my Troth, I am always ſharp ſet towards 
Punch, and am now come with a firm Reſolution, the? 
but a poor Cobler, to be 1 richly drunk as a Lord: 1 
2 am 


1 
1 
3 
* 


een „r 
—— ns 
* 


An 


* 6%bnꝛ.. ona 4 ia ata tte... As id. * — as. ts. © 5 . 
* 


. The Devil to Pay; Or, 
am a true Engl; Heart, and look upon Drunkenneſs as 
the beſt Part of the Liberty of the Subject. 3 

Bur. Come, Jobſon, we'll bring out our Bowl of Punch 


in ſolemn Proceſſion; and then for a Song to crown our 


Happineſs. [They all go out, and return with a Bowl of Punch, 


AIR Il. Charles of Sweden, 


Crown this Night with Pleaſure ; 
Let none at Cares of Life repimne, 
To deſtroy our Pleaſur-: 

Fill up the mighty ſpark ing Bou, 

That ev%ry true and loyal S, 

May driuk and ſing without contron 
To ſupport our Pleaſurr. 


| . = a 7 Come, jolly Bacchus, God of Wine, 
| 


Thus mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be 
Guardian to our Plaaſure; 
Tbat under thy Protection we 
May enjoy neu Pleaſure; 
And 25 the Hours glide au ay, 
WU in thy Name inrole their Stay, 
And ſing thy Praiſes, that we may 
Live and die with Pleaſure, 


Kip: The King and all the Royal Family, in a Brimmer-- 


Here's @ good Health to the King, 
Aud ſeng him a proſperous Reign 3 
Oer Hills and bigb Mountains, 
Well drink dry the Fountains, . 
Until the Sun riſes again; brave Boys, 
Until the Sun riſes again, 1 5 


Then here's to thee, my Boy boon, 
And here's to thee my Boy boon 3 
As were tarry d all Day © © 
For to drink dgqwn the Sun, | 
So well tarry and drink dewn the Moon; brave Boys, 
Sg well tarry and drink down the Moon. 
| | [Omnes Huzza ! 


Enter 


ns Wives Metamorghord. 8 
Enter Sir John, and Lady. . 


Lady. O Heaven and Earth! What's here within my 
Doors ? Is Hell broke looſe? What Troops of Fiends are 
here? Sirrah, you impudent Raſcal, ſpeak! . 
Sir Joby, For ſhame, my Dear. — As. this is a time of 
Mirth and Jolity, it has always been the Cuſtom of my 
Houſe, to give my Servants liberty in this Seaſon, and to 
treat my Country Neighbours, that with innocent Sports 
they may divert themſelves” 1 
Lady. | ſay, meddle with your own Affairs, I will go- 
vern my own Houſe without your putting in an Oar. 
© Shall I ask leave to correct my own Servants ? . 
Sir Jobn. I thought, Madam, this had been my Houſe, 
and theſe my Tenants and Servant? 
Lady. Did I bring a Fortune to be thus abus'd and ſnub'd 
before People? Do you call my Authority in Queſtion, 
ungrateful Man ? Look you to your Dogs and Horſes abroad, 
but it ſhall be my Province to govern here; nor will | be 
controul'd by e er a hunting, hawking, Knight in Chriſten- 


3 AIR IV. Set by Mr. edo. 

Sir John. Ye Gods { ye gave to me a Wife, 
Ef Out of your Grace and Favour ; 
To be the Comfort of my Life, | 
And I was glad to have ber: — 2 
. | But if your Providence Divine, 

= For greater Bliſs deſign ber; 
To obey your Wills at any time 
Iam ready to reſign her. 


This it is to be marry'd to a continual Tempeſt ; Strife 
and Noiſe, Canting and Hypocriſy, are eternally aftoat.--- 
Tis impoſſible to bear it long. „ | 


Lady. Ye filthy Scoundrels, and odious Jades, P'll teach 
vou to junket thus, and ſteal my Proviſions; 1 ſhall be 
3 at this Rate. $a | PE 
But. I thought, Madam, we might be merry once upon 
2 Holiday 
Lady. Holiday, you popiſh Cur! is one Day more holy 
than another? and if it be, you'll be ſure to get drunk up- 
on it, you Rogue, I Beat bim.] You Minx, you impudent 
Flirt, are you, jiging it after an abominable Fiddle? all 
Daneing is whoriſh, Huſſy. [ Lugs ber by the Ears. 


The Devil fo Pay; Or, 


Lucy. O Lud?! ſhe has pull'd off both my Ears, 
Sir John Pray, Madam, conſider your Sex "and Quality; 3 
I bluſſi for your Behaviour. 
L «dy. Confider your Incapacity; you ſhall not inſtruct 
me. Who are you thus muffled, you Buzzard ? 
[ he beats ? em all, Jobſon ſteals by, 
Jo. I am an honeſt, plain, Pſalm- fioging Cobler, Ma- 
dam ; if your Ladyſhip wou'd but go to Church, you 
might hear me above all the reſt there. 


Lady. I'll try thy Voice here firſt, Villain. [Strikes bim. 


Job. N ounz! what a Pox, what a Devil ails you ? 

Lady. O prophane Wretch! wicked Varlet! 

| Sir John. For ſhame! your Behaviour is monſtrous! _ 

Lady. Was ever poor Lady ſo miſerable in a bruitiſh 
Husband, as lam? 1 that am fo pious and ſo reli gious 2 
Woman. | 


Job. Sings. He that he the beſt Wife, 
She's the Plague of bis Life, 85 
But fer ber that will Teold and will . if * 


Lats. Oo Rogue, Scoundrel, Villain! 

$:r John. Remember Modefty. 

Lady. I'll rout ye all with a Vengeance, 11 ſpoil your 
ſqueaking Treble. 

[ Beats the Fiddle about the blind Man's Head. 
FA O Murder, Murder ! I am a dark Man, which way 
Mall | get hence? Oh Heaw'n ! ſhe has broke my Fiddle, 
and undone me, and my Wite and Children. 

Fr John. Here, poor Fellow, take your Staff and be gone, 
There's Money to buy you two ſuch ; that's your way. | 

5 [Exit Fidler. 

7 ady. Methinks you are very liberal, Sir; 5 muſt my 
Eſtate maintain you in your Profuſeneſs ? 
| Sir Joby. Go up to your Cloſet, pray, and compoſe 

your Mind. 

Lady. O wicked Man ! to bid me pray. 

Sir John. A Man can't be compleatly curs'd, 1 ſee, with- 
out Marriage; but fince there is ſuch a thing as ſeparate 
| - wag ſhe ſhall To-morrow enjoy the Benefit 
OF it, 


"i — AIR 


— — o, 


e 


The Wives  Metantipha, 1 
AIR v. Of all Comforts I miſcarry d. 
. Of the States in Life ſo various, 


Marriage, ſure, is moſt precarious 3 
"Tis « Maze ſo ftraugely winding, 
Fill we are new Mazes finding 3 
*Tis an Aclion ſo ſevere, 
That wought but Death can ſet us clear; 3 
Happy's the Man, from Wedlock Jrees 
WW bo kzows to pn ze bes Liberty : 

Were Men W4rYs » 

How tbey mary 


| W: ſoou'd not he by kr lf 0 F full of Mi tſery. 
| [Knockfngiatizhe Door.) 


Here, where are my Servants? Muſt they be frightned 
from me? Within there ſee who knocks, 1 


Lady. Within there Where are my Sluts © Te Drabs, 
ye Queans=—— Lights there. 3 


Enter Servants, ſneaking, with Candles. 
But. Sir, it is a Doctor that lives ten Miles off; TY 


practiſes Phyſick, and is an Aftrologer ; you; Worſhip 5 


knows him very well, he is a Cunning-Man, makes Al- 
manacks, * can help People to their Goods again. 


. 2 G Euter Doctor. 
Sir, I humbly beg your Honour's Pardon for this 


unſeaſonable Intruſion ; but I am benighted, and tis fo 
dark that I can't poſſibly find my way home ; and know- 
ing your Worſhip's Hoſpitality, defire the Favour to be 
harbour'd under your Roof To- night. 

Lady. Out of my Houle, you lewd Conyurer, you. Ma- 


ician. 
a Pott. Here's a Turn! — Here's a Change ! ----- Well, 
if ] have any Art, you ſhall ſmart for this. [Afide. 


Sir John. You ſee, Friend, I am not Maſter of my own 
Houſe ; therefore, to avoid any Uneaſineſs, go down the 
Lane about a Quarter of a Mile, and you'll ſee a Cobler's 
Cottage, ſtay there a little, and ll ſend my Servant to 
conduct you to a Tenant's Houſe, where you'll be well 
entertain'd 

Do. | thank you, Sir, Pm your moſt humble Servant. 
hut as for your Lady there, ſhe ſhall this Night 

feel my Reſentment. Exit. 

Sir John. Come, Madam, Jou and I muſt have ſome 
Conference together. 

L ady. 


* 


8 The Devil to Pay ; Or, 
Lady. Yes, I will have a Conference and a Reforma- 
tion too in this Houſe, or I'll turn it upſide down Iwill. 


AIR * Contented Country Farmer. 


Sir r Joby Grant me, ye Powrs! but this Requeſt, 
And let who will the World conteſt ; 


Convey ber to ſome diſtant Shore, 
Where I may nie er behold her more; 


Or let me to ſome Citruge ity, 
J. * Arms t te live and die. ä 


x43 Na ; 


$ GENE II. "The uur 


Nell und be Doctor. 


Nell. Pray, Sit, mend your Draught, if you pleaſe; you 
are very welcome, Sir. 
Dot. Thank you heartily, good Woman, and to re- 
quite your Civility, PI tell you your Fortune, 
Nell. O, ee do, Sir; | never had wy Fortune told 
me n m | 
Do8. Pons me behold the Lines of your Face, 
Nell. Pm afraid, Sir, *tis none of the cleaneſt ; I have 
been about dirty Work all this Day. 4 85 
Doc. Come, come, 'tis a good Face, be not aſham'd o - | 
It, you ſhall ſhew it in greater Places ſuddenly. -Þ 
Nell. O dear, Sir, I ſhall be mightily aſham'd ; I want 
Dacity when I come before great Folks. 
Dolf. You muſt be confident, and fear nothing ; 3 there 
is much Happineſs attends you. 
Nell. O me, this is a rare Man; Heaven be thanked. 
Det. To-morrow before Sun-riſe you ſhall be the hap- 
ieft Woman in this Country. 
Nell. How, by To-morrow ! alack-a-day? Sir, how can 


that be? 
Dot. No more ſhall you be troubled with a ſurly Huſ- 


band that rails at, and ſtraps you. 
Nell. Lud! how came he to know that? be muſt be a i 

| * Indeed my Husband is ſome what rugged, and 

| in his Cups will beat me, but it is not much; he's an 
„ honeſt Pains-taking Man, ard [ let him Have his Way. 
Pray, Sir, take r'other Cup of Ale. 
14 DeF. I thank you ----- believe me, To-morrow you ſhall 
be the richeſt Woman 'th' Hundred, and ride in your 
own Coach. Nel, 


The Wives niere „ 

Nell. O Father! you jeer me. N 85 
Dott. By my Art! I do not. g be 

| confident; and bear all out, or E. mare Bi olls | 


N.. 3 Sir, | warrant you ---- O Gemini? a 
Coach! 5 


A IR VII. Send home my long. ſtraß d Ryes. 


5 My ſwelling Hedrt now leaps unh Joy; 
And Riches all my Thowpbrs employ hy 
No more ſpall People wo me Nell; 5 
. L adyfoip will do 5 well, 
Dec Kd in my golden, rieb Array, | 
IJ in wy Chariot roll away, © 


And ſpine * . ue Ball, and Play. 9 49 b, 
7 * 


3 | Shar Jobſon, 
Job. Wii te is this Quean ? Here Nl! What a Pox, 
are you drunk with your Lamb's Wool ? 
Nell O Husbaud ! ! here's the rareſt Man _ - he has told | 
me my Fortune. 5 
Job. Has he ſo! and planted m Fortune too, 2 luſty 
Pair of Horns upon my Head - Eh! ----Is't not ſo? 
x 4 Dost. Thy Wite is a virtuous Woman, and thou'lt be 
TS | ha — 
15 Come out, x Hang- dog, you Jug! gler, you cheat- 
ing, bamboozling Villain, muſt I be corded by ſuch 
Rogues as you are, Mackmaticians, and Almanack-wmakers. 
Nell. Pr'ythèe Peace, Husband, we ſhall be rich, and 
have a Coach of our own. 
Job. A Coach! a Cart, a Wheel- barrow, you Jade 
by the-Mackin, ſhe's drunk, bloody drunk, moeit con- 
= 9 RESO drunk. ----- Get you to Bed, you Strumpet. 
| [Beats ber, 


Nell. O- Mercy on us! is this a Taſte of my good For- 
tune? 


2 ö DoF. You kad beiter not have touched her; vou furly 
Rogue, 
| Job. Out' of my Houſe; yas Villain, or u run an my 
© | up to the Handle in your Buttocks. 
4 Pott. Farewel, you 2 Slave. 3 
1 Get out, you ogue. — 


8 


bo 6 


0 Sent 


| 


ro n. Do to rei Or, 


4 SCENE Iv. ns bo a Clary 


© Dofior ſola. 


= 1 n VIII. The Spirit's Song in ele. 


Aly lictle Spiries vow appear, 
 Nador aud Abiſhog draw wear. 
The time it ſhort, make u0 Delay, ER 
Thes quickly haſte and come away : | 
Ner Moon, ner ver Stars afford their Lig, 
Bet all is wrapt in gloomy Niglt : 
Bech Meu and Boſh te reſt incline, 


Au all things n * Deſrgn. 
Spirits, bau. Say. Maſter, what is to by cone: 2 i 


Dock. 20 ſerif Command; be ſure attend, 
RE e . 
Tuo mat thus, Cobler s Wife tran 
| nd t6 n ad G's 
Gn r 
La the Deluſion be ſo ſtrong, 
| That nene may know the Right from Meng. 


Wikia A this aue WF: with Care perform, 


la Thunder, Lighening, aud a Storm. (Thunder: 


IS: 


8 c E N E changes - to the Cibler's Houſe, Ne 
| at work. The Bed iu view. | 


by = What Devil has been abroad To-ni ight ? I never 
heard ſuch Claps of Thunder in my Life. | thought my 
little Hovel would have flown away; but now all is clear 
again, and a fine Star-light Mornin 9 it is. I'll ſettle my 
2 to Work. They lay Wiater's bond is Summer's 


AIR 


4 WERE) tits i. af r ee ee * 
1 


» . . 1 My 
The Mies Maanerpbos d iT 
AIR IX. - Charming Saly, 


Of al the Trades from Eaſt te Weſt, OY Y 


The Cobler's paſt contrudin 
Is like in time to prove a | 
Which ev*'ry Day is mendeng. 
Hew great bis Praiſe whe cam amend 

The Seals of all bis Netghbours, 
Nor is mina ſul ef bis End, 


But 16 bis Laſt ſtilf labowrs. 


Lady. Heyday ! what impudent Ballad. nging Rogue 
is that, who dares wake me out of my Sleep? I'll have 
e - 15 7 fobelhs tt wn i obel 
Job. What-a-Pox, does ſhe talk in her Sleep ? er is ſhe 

drunk ſtill? % n 


| AIR X. Now ponder well, ye Parents dear. | 


3 MT 
In Bath «a wanton Wife did dwell, 
A, Cliaucer be did write, 
Who wantonty did ſpend ber Time 
In many a fond Delgbs. 
All en à time ſo fick for was, 
And ſhe at lengtb did die, 
And then ber Sou at Paradiſe 
Did noc moſt mightely. 


Lach. Why, Villain, Raſcal, Sereech- Owl, who wakeſt 
a worſe Noiſe than a Dog in the Pales, or a Hog in a high 


Wind. Where are all my Servants ? Some body come 
| W 
Job. Why, how now, you brazen Quean! You muſt 


. 
+ 


and hamſtring this Rogue. 


get drunk with the Conjurer, muſt you ? Nt give you 
Money another time to ſpend in Lamb's-Waot, you faucy 
Jade, ſhall I'? 1 


Lady. Monſtrous! I can find no Bell to ring. Where 


are my Servants ? They ſhall roſs him in a Blanket. 


Job. ay; the Jade's aſleep till 3, the Conjurer told het 


ſhe ſhould keep her Coach, and ſhe is dreaming of 
ber Equipag. irg. 
41: 
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J will come in, i ſpire, foe ſaid, 
Of all ſuch'Churls., as thee ; 4 ” 
Tbon art th Canſe of all our Pain, 
Our Grief and Miſerm. 3 
Thou firſtt broke the Commandment, | 
ln honour of thy Wife : 
| _ On Adam beard ber ſey theſe . ords, 


i 2 "Hes ran away Jr * 


1 Why, Hausband: Sir John ! will you ſuffer me 
to be thus inſulted. ? 
Job. Husband! Sir Joby ! har pon, has ſheknighted | 
- wy) 45 and my Name's Zekel too; a good Jeſt, Faith. 
dy. Ha! he“ Lone, he's not in the Bed, Heaven! 
Wee, am I? Foh! what loathſome Smells are here ? 
Canvaſe Beers, and a filthy ragged Curtain; a beaſtly 
oo and a Flock Bed. Arg Lawake, or is it alla Dream? 
hat Rogue is that? Sirrah! Where am 1? Who brought 
— hither ? What, Raſcal are you? 
Job, This is amazing, I never heard. ſuch. Words from 
ber before. If I take my Strap, to you, I'll, make you 
know your Husband. mL teach you etter Manners, 
you ſaucy Drab. 
Lady. Oh aſtoniſhing Im uence: : "You y Husband, 
Surah! I' have you hang'd, you Rogue; Fs a Lady. 
Let me know who has given me a ſlee rg Draught, apd 
convey'd 2 Four dirty, Varlet 
15d 2 fe yes, you drunken Jade, you 
fleep 1 1 wich a RAGE to you. Whar, has. 
= 7 Camp: Wool. gone: working yet? 
here pal? f,Wh 118 has my, 9 Huhand 


pu cy are m eans 2 
Py 500. 722 725 2 i f 1 * 995 * ſhe mp, Qu her Maids too 15 

Thy Hon] made her mad ag well as drunk. 
having: of, Conjurers ; ſure | am, betwitch'd. 


wy Cleats a 7955 5 a Lind {ey 10 hl 

- pho g, a re ays feier | A from 

oh wn Houſe by Witcher hat mu 05 What, | 
5 


n of me? 2 [Horn Tabs 
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Job. Hark! the Hunters and the merry Horns are g. 


broad. Why Nell, you lazy Jade, *tis break of Day ; 5 
. 7 Pl N 


Work, to Work, come, and ſpin,. you lazy Drab, or 


tan your Hide for you: What a Pox, muſt I be at work 
two Hours before you in a Morning? 


t know me, Rogue? 


* 


make you know me before | have done with you. 


Lady. | am Sir Jobn Loverule's Lady; how came = 


beret Ls LOR 
Job. Sir Jobn Loverule's Lady! no, Nell, not quite f 
bad neither; that damn 
every one that comes near her, the whole Country curſeg 
. N | REY 
Lady. Nay, then I'll hold no longer; you Rogue, you 
inſolent Villain, I'll teach you better Manners © 


[Flings the Bedſta and other things at bim. 


Job. This is more than I ever ſaw by her, I never had 
an ill Word trom her before. Come, Strap, Pl! try yous 
Mettle; I'll ſober you, 1 warrant you, Quean, * 


— 


[He ſtraps her, ſhe flies at him. ; 


Lady. III pull your Throat out; I'll tear out your Eyes 


Fm a Lady, Sirrah. Ob, Murder! Murder! Sir Johg 


Loverule will hang you for this: Murder! Murder: 


Job. Come, Huſſy, leave Fooling, and come to your 


Spinning, or elſe Pl. lamb you, you ne'er was ſo lamb'd 
fince you were an Inch long. Take it up, you Jade. 
bs [She flings it down, be ftraps her, 

Lady. Hold, hold, Ill do any thing. 
Job. Oh: I thought I ſhould bring you to yourſelf 
again. | 8 
een % ? Let Spin. (A 

Job. Fll into my Stall; *tis broad Day now 

FT PETE er and ſings, 


AIR XI. Come, let vs prepare. 


Let. Matters of State 
— Diſquiet the Great, : 
The Cobler hs nought to perplex him. ; 
Hu nought. hut his Wife . 
M Eidfet 2. 
And ber be can. trap if ſpe ves him. 


Wl 


Lady. Why, Sitrah, thou impudent Villain, doſt thoy 


d, ſtingy, fanatick Whore plagues 
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| Feen of the p r 
OY + kf Of Fortune, that Where, / 
 - Since low as can be, foe bas thraft bim 3 * 


For being ſo poor, f 1 
I' beren gose te be found that will truſt binn. 


Heyday, I think the Jade's Brain is turn'd. What, WO 
you forgot to fpin, Huffy ?: 
Lady: But | have not forgot to run. Ill een try my 
. 51 ſhall find ſomebody in the Town, * that will 
 Jaccour me. LOTS 4-46 runs One. 
Jeb. What, does ſhe run for it? 11] after — 

1 Bi . 481 He runs out. 


1 


SCENE changes to Sir John's Houſe ; Nell . 


in Bed 


Nef, What pleaſant Dreams J have had To- night! Me- 
99 } was in Paradiſe, upon a Bed of Violets and 
Roſes, and the ſweeteſt Husband by my Side. Ha! bleſs 
me; where am | now 2 What Sweets are theſe 2 no Gar- 
den in the Spring can equal them; Am I on a Bed ? Ihe 
Sheets are en ſure; no Linen ever was fo fire. 
What a gay, filken Robe have I got? Oh Heaven ! 1 
team! Vet if this be a Dream, I would not wiſh to 
wake again. Sure, I died laſt Night, and went to Hea- 
ven, and this is it. EOS 33 


Enter Lucy. 4 We 
Lacy. Now muſt I wake an Alarm that will not lie {11 
| again tilll Midnight, at ſooneſt ; the firſt Greeting, I 
fappoſe; will be Jade, or Whore. Madam: Madam: 
N Nell. Oh Gemini! who's this? What do'lt ſay Sweet- 
eart 2 | „ 
Lucy. Sweetheart! Oh Lud, Sweetheart! the beſt 
Names | have had theſe three Months. from her, have 
been Slut, or Whore.——— What Gown and Ruffles will 
Four Ladyſhip pleaſe to wear To-day ? 
Nell. What does ſhe mean? L,adyſhip! Gown! and 
RuMes ! Sure | am awake; Oh! 1 remember the Cun- 
ding- Man, now. | oa 0X 
Lucy. Did you Ladyſhip ſpeak ? 
Nell. Av, Child, I'll wear the ſame I did Yeſterday. 
L «cy. Mercy upon me! Child! Here's a Miracle! 
Enter 


The Wives Mztamortho?d. uy 
Enter Lettice. 3 
La. Is my Lady awake? Have you had her Shae or 
ber Slipper flung at your Head yer . 5 
Luc. Oh, no, I'm overjoy'd; ſhe's in the kindeſt Hu- 
mour! go to the Bed and ſpeak to her, now is your 
me. 1 IT W732 | 
by Let. Now's my Lime! what, to have another Tooth 
beat out? Madam. | 218 1 
Nell. What doſt ſay, my Dear ? — O Father! what 
would ſhe have? FR | 
Let. What Work will your Ladyſhip be pleas'd £9 
have done To-day ? Shall I work Plain- work, or go to 
my Stiching ? BE, #7 | 
Nell. Work, Child: *is Holiday; no Work Today. 
Let. Oh Mercy! am I, or She awake? or do we both 
dream? Here's a bleſt Changed?! Ns 
Lucy. If it continues, we ſhall be a happy Family. 
Let. Your Ladyſhip's Chocolate is ready. 
Nell. Mercy on me! What's that? Some Garment, 1 
ſuppoſe. { Iſide. ] Put it on then, Sweetheart. 
Let. Put it on, Madam ! I have taken it off, tis ready 
to drink. {is | * 
Nell. I mean, put it by, I dog't care for driaking now. 
„ Enter Cook. 
Col. Now go | like a Bear to the Stake, to know her 
ſcurvy Ladyſhip's Commands about Dinner. How many 
raſcally Names muſt | be call'd? 
Lu. Oh, John Cook. you'll be out of your Wits te find 
my Lady in ſo ſweet a "Temper. 
Gol. What a Devil, are they all mad? 
Lucy. Madam, bere's the Cook come about Dinner. 
Nell. Oh! there's a fine Cook! He looks like one of 
ow Gentlefolks. ide. ] Indeed, honeſt Man, I'm very 
ungry now, pray get me a Raſher upon the Coals, a 
piece of one milk Cheeſe, and ſome white Bread. 
Cook, Hey! what's to be done here? my Head turns 
round. Honeſt Min! I look'd for Rogue or Raſcall, at 
leaſt. She's ſtrangely chang'd in her Diet, as well as her 
Humour. ¶ Aſide.] I'm afraid, Madam, Cheeſe and Bacon 
will fit very heavy on your Stomach, in a Morning. If 
you pleaſe, Madam, I']1 toſs you up a white Fricaſee of 
Chickens in a trice, Madam; or what does your Lady- 
ſhip think ofa Veal Sweet-bread?e ' © 
Nell. E'en what you will, good Cook,” wil 
Cook, Good Cook! good Cook! Ah! is aſweer Lady. 
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055 
8 105 * : Enter butler? * wi 1 
fk iſs me, Chip, 1 am out of its ; we ave the 
Finden ſweeteſt Lady. TY 77 | 
Bat. You ſhamming Rogue; I think you are outof ( | 
Four Wits, all of ye; the Maids look merrily too 
Lucy. Here's the Butler, Madam, to know your Lady- 
frip's Orders. 
Nell, Oh! pray Mr. Barker, let me have ſome Small 8 82 
Beet when my Breaktaſt comes in. 
But. Mr. Butler! Mr. Butler! | ſhall be tut into Stone 
With Amazement 7 de.] Would not your Ladyſhip ra- 
kher have a Glaſs ot Frontiniac, or Lache Ime? 
Nell. O dear! what hard Names are there; but! muſt 
2 betray myſelf. ＋ de.) Well, which you 5 Mr. 


WP 
7 2 . Enter Ceachinbti; | 2 = 
alice "I in, and be rejoiced as [ ey _— 
; Coach. The Cobk has been making his Game [ know 
gor how long. What do you banter too? 
Lacy Madam, the Coachman. 
Coach. I come to know if your Lady ſhip goes out To- 
&; and which you'll haves the Coach, or Chariot. 
Nell. Good lack -a-day ! PIl ride in the Coach, if you 


eale. 

Coach. The Sky will fall, that's certain. Big (erm, 

Nell. | can hardly think 1 am awake yet. How well 
Me they all ſeem to wait upon me! O notable Cun- 

ng man! My Head turns round; 1 am quite giddy 
With my own Happineſs. „ 


A IR XII. What tho! L am a Country Laſs. 


The? late 1 2.45 a Cobler*s Wi fe, 
In ( 7 meſi obſcure· a, 12 
in lain-ſiuff Goun, and ort-ear'd Cai 4 
D OA five. did 2 h 
| The Serne is chang'd, Pm alter'd Jute, 
Fud from poor humble Nell-a, 
JI learn to dance, to read, and write, | ; 
And from all bear the Bell-a, 1 Exit. 


19 


Tr Euter Sir John, meeting his 1 | 


505 Oh, Sir! here's the rareſt New? 
Lücy. There never Was "Ig my 57 youl be! over- 
50 and amaz'd. | 
Str Jobs | 
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The Wives Metamorpho d. 1 
Sir John. What, are you mad ? What's the matter with 
ye? How now ! here's a new Face in my Family; what's 
the Meaning of all this? 8 e 
But Oh, Sir! the Family is turn'd upſide down. We 
are almoſt diſtracted; the happieſt People! 
Lucy. Ay, my Lady, Sir, my Lad. 
Sir Jobn. What, is ſhe dead? FE oe 
But, Dead ! Heaven forbid ; O! ſhe's the beſt of 
Women, the ſweeteſt Lady! # EX; 

Sir John. This is aſtoniſhing ! I muſt go and enquire 
into this Wonder. If it be true, I ſhall rejoice indeed. 
But. Tis true, Sir, upon my Honour. Long live Sir 
John and my Lady! Huzzah! Exit. Sir John. 
„ an el... 

Nell. | well remember the Cunning-Man warn'd me to 
bear all out with Confidence, or worſe, he ſaid, wou'd 
follow. I am aſham'd, and know not what to do with - 
all this Ceremony : I am amaz'd, and out of my Senſes. 

1 look'd in the Glaſs, and ſaw a gay fine thing I knew 
not; methought my Face was not at all like that I have 
ſeen at home in a piece of Looking-Glaſs faſten'd upon 
the Cupboard. But great Ladies, they ſay, have flatter- 
ing Glaſſes, that ſhew them far unlike themſelves, whilſt 
1 poor Folks Glaſſes repreſent them een juſt as they are. 


AIR XIII. When] Was a Dame of Honour. 


Wo 


Fine Ladies with an artful Grace, 
Diſguiſe each native Feature; 
Whilſt flatPring Glaſſes ſbew the Face, 

As made by Art, not Nature: 
But we poor Folls in home · ſpun Grey, 
Zy Patch nor Waſbes tainted, 
Look freſp and ſweeter fir than they, 
That ftill are finely painted, 


A 


— —— j — —— 2 nw 2 ro 


Lucy. O Madam! here's my Mafter juſt return'd from 
Hunting. | 


4 
* 
* ꝙꝙꝗ6ꝙ—MRL— , ˙˖— , 


Ester Sir John. 5 
Nell. O Gewini ! this fine Gentleman my Husband! 
Sir John. My Dear, I am overjoy' d to ſee my Family 

thus tranſported with Zeſtaſy * you oceaſioned. FAY 
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Nell. Sit, I ſhall always be proud to 46 every thing 
has: may give you Delight, and your Family Satis- 


faction. 


Sir Joh By Heaven! I am charm'd ; dear Creature, 
if thou continueſt thus, I had rather enjoy thee than the 
Indies. But can this be real? May I believe my Sehtſts f 


Nell. All that” 8 good above can witneſs for me, I àm in 
earneſt, [ Kineels. 


Sir John. Riſe, my Deareſt. Now am [ happy indeed-- 
Where are my Friends, my Servants? call em all, and 
let them be Witneſſes of my Happineſs, [Exit, 
Nell. O rare ſweet Man! he ſmells all over like a Note- 
ADS yen a preſerve my Wits. 


A [ N xv. Toa, within a Furlong, cer. 


; Nell Dell e Man! tho 10 been uond ron kind, es 
And all thy golden Words do now prove t: true el fund; 9585 
Ten thonſand Tranſports, 
| To crown my bappy Hate, 
Thus ki kiſS'd, and preſsid, 
And doubly bieſ. ↄæꝓæꝓæu— 
In all this Pomp and State : 
New Scenes of Joy ariſe, 
¶ hieb fills me with Jurprize ; Rs 
My Rock, and Reel, 
And Spinning-Wheel, 
And Husband I diſpiſe; 
Then Jobſon, new adieu, 
Thy Cobling ſtill purſue, 


For bence I will not, cannot, no, nor muſt not buckle to. 


[Exit- 
8 CE N E- Jobſon': Honſe. 


Enter Lady. 


Was ever Lady yet ſo miſerable? I can't make one 
Saul in the Village acknowledge me; they ſure are all 
of the Conſpiracy. This wicked Husband of mine has 
laid a deviliſh Plot agaiuſt me; I muſt at preſent ſubmit, 
that I may hereafter * an * of executing 
D 2 my 


reer 


The Wives ene Was: 
my Deſign. Here comes the en z m * bim 
| _ ec 5 but now I muſt yield: 

Enter Jobſon. i 
Job. Come on, N. I, art thou come to to thyſelf 5 7 3 1 
Lady. Yes, I thank you, | wonder what I ail'd ; this 
Cunning- Man has put Powder in my Drink, moſt cer- 


tainly. 
Job. Powder ! the Brewer put good ſtore of row of 


Malt in it, that's all. Powder, ey ſhe Ha, ha, ba! 


Lady. | never was ſo in all the ays of my Life. 


Job. Was ſo, no, nor [ hope ne'er will be fo again, 0. 


Put me to the trouble of {tra Ipiae you ſo devilifhl _ 
Lady, Ill have that right Hand cut off for that, Rogue, 
[Afide.] You was unmerciful to bruiſe me ſo. 


Job. Well, I'm going to Sir John Loverule's ; 7 is 


Tenants are invited; ; there's to be tare Feaſting and 
velling, and Open Houſe kept for three Months. 

Lady. Husband, ſhan't | go with you? 

Job. What the Devil ails thee now? Did I not tell thee 
but Yeſterday, I wou'd ſtrap thee for deſiring to go, and 
art thou at it again, with a Pox? 

Lach. What does the Villain mean by Strapping, and 
| Yeſterday * 5 

Job. Wy, F been marry but fix Weeks, and 
you long to make me a Cuckold already. Stay at home, 
and be hang'd, there's good co'd Pie in the Cupboard, 


but j'll truſt thee no more with ſtrong Beer, Huſſy. [ Exit. 

Lady. Well, I'll not be long after you; ſure | ſhall get 
ſome o my own Family to know me, they cauꝰt be all in 
this wicked Plot. | 5 (Exis. 2 


1 E N x Sir Joun's. 
Sir * and Company enter. 
AIR xv. Duette. 


Sir John. Mis ever Man poſſeſt of 
J ſweet, fo kind a Wife ! 
Nell. Dear'Sir, you make me proud : 
Be you but kind, | C7 
And you n e 
All the Gord 745 oaſt of, Lid | 
Shall end but with my '#/ 


| Sir John. 


4-4 


— SEN 
Sir John. Side me thy Lips © 
Nell. PFirſt let me, dear Sir, wipe mm | 
Sir John. Was ever fo ſweet à Wife! (kiſſing her. 
| Nell 1977 Thank yon, dear Sir, 8 
r I vou and proteſt, 
. I nee us ſo kiſt; 
ae Kain Sw! 
Sir John. Again, and again, my Deareſt ; 
O may it laſt for Life“! 
. What Joy thus to enfold thee ! 
Nell. What Pleaſure to bebold thee : 
unclin'd again to hiſs! 
Sir John, How ra viſbing the Bliſs! 
Nell. I Iitele thought this Morning, 
| IT wou'd ever come to this, 


nt Enter Lady. | EE 
Lady. Here's a fine Rour and Rioting ! You Sirrah, 
J Rague: cd . 

But. Why how now! Who are you? 3 
Lady. Impudent Varlet: don't you know your Lady? 
But. Lady! here, turn this mad Woman out of Doors. 
Lady. You Raſcal, take that, Sirrah. [Flings a Glaſs at kim, 
Foot. Have a Care, Huſſy, there's a good Pump without, 

we ſhall cool your Courage for you, 

Lady. You, Lacy, have you forgot me too, you Minx? 

13 7 Forgot you, Woman! why, I never remember d 
you, I never ſaw you be:ore in my Life. 
Lady. Oh the wicked Slut! I'll give you Cauſe to re- 
member me, | will, Hufly. [Pulls ber Headcloath F. 

Lucy. Murder! Murder! help! : 

Sir John. How now ! what Uproar's this? 
| Lady. You, Lettice, you Slut, won't you know me nei- 
ther? [Strikes her. 
Let. Help, help | | 

Sir John. What's to do there? 

But. Why, Sir, here's a mad Woman calls herſelf my 
Lady, and is beating and cuffing us all round. : 

Sir John. [To Lady,] Thou my Wiſe! poor Creature, I 
Pity thee ; | never . thee before. | 

Lady. Then it is in vain to expect Redreſs from thee, 

thou wicked Contriver of all my Miſery, 

Nell. How am I amaz'd! Can that bel, there in my 
Cloaths, that have made all this Diſturbance ? And yer 
I am here, to my thinking, in theſe fine Cloaths. How __ 

e | this 
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this be ? I am ſo confounded and righted, that . 


to wiſh I was with Zekel Jobſon again. 


Lady. To whom ſhall I apply myſelf, or whither — 


I fly? Heaven! What do I ſee ? "Is not that I, yonder, in 


my Gown and Petticoat I wore Yeſterday : — can it X 
be! I cannot be in two Places at once. 

Sir John. Poor Wretch ! ſhe's ſtark mac. 

Lady. What, in the Devil's Name, was I here before 1 
came? Let me look in the Glaſs. Oh Heavens! Fas 
aſtoniſh'd, | don't know myſelf! If this be chat the 
Glaſs ſhews me, I never ſaw myſelf before. 

Sir John. What incoherent Madneſs is this £ EF 


Enter Joblon, 
Lady. There, that's the Devil in my Likeneſs, nh 


has robb'd me of my Countenance. ls he here too © ? 


Job. Ay, Huſſy, and here's my Strap, you Quean. 


Nell. O dear ! I'm afraid my Husband will beat me, that 5 


am on t'other ſide the Room there. 
Joh. 1 hope your Honours will pardon her, ſhe was 


* drinking with a Conjurer laſt Night, and has been mad ; 


ever ſince, and calls herſelf my Lady Loverule. 
Sir Jobs. Poor Woman! take care ot her; do not hurt 


ber, ſhe may be cur'd of this. 


Job. Yes, and pleaſe your Worſhip, you ſhall ſee me 


cure her preſently. Huſſy, do you ſee this? 
Nell. O! pray Zebel, don't beat me. 


Sir Jobn, What ſays my Love? Does ſhe infect thee | 


|. with Madneſs too? 


Nell. 1 am not well, pray lead me in. | | 
[Exeunt Nell and Maid. 
Job. I beſeech your Worſhip don't take it ill of me, ſhe 


| ſhall never trouble you more. 


Sir John. Take her home, and uſe her kindly. 
Lady. What will become of me? [Ex. Jobſon and Lady. | 


Enter Footman. 


Foot. Sir, the Doctor who call'd here laſt Night, FA EM : 
you will give him leave to ſpeak a Word or two with you 
upon very earneſt Buſineſs. 

Sir Jobn, What can this mean ? Bring him in. 


Enter Doctor. 


Dolf. Lo! on my Knees, Sir, I beg Forgiveneſs for 
what | have done, and put my Life into your Hands. | 
Sir Joby, What mean you? 


* 
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- Do8.1 have exeteiſed my Magick Axt upon your Lady; 
1 know you have too much Honour to take away my Li ſe, 
fince | might have; till conceal'd it, had [ pleas'd. | 
F John. You have now brought me to a Glimpſe of 
 Millery too great to bear. Is all wy Happineſs then turw'd 
into Viſion only? 

DoF. Sir, I beg you, fear not; if any Harm comes on 
it, | freely give you leave to hang me. 

Sir John. Inform me what you have done. R 

| DoF. I have transform'd your Lady's Face ſo that ſhe 
* the Cobler's Wiſe, and have charm'd her Face into 
the Likeneſs of my Lady's; and laſt Night when the 
Storm aroſe, my Spirits convey 'd them to eachother's Bed. 
Nir Jobn. Oh Wretch! thou haſt undone me, I am fal- 
len from the Height of all my Hopes, and muſt ſtill be 
curs'd with a tempeſtuous Wife, a Fury whom 1 never 
knew Quiet ſince [had her, 5 
Do | that be all, I can continue the Charm for both 
. their Lives. 5 
Sir John. Let the Event be what it vill, Pl hang you if 
you do not end the Charm this Inſtant. 

De#. I will this Minute, Sir; and perhaps you'll find 
it the luckieſt of your Liſe ; | can aſſure you, your Lady 
will prove the better for it. | 

Sir John. Hold, there's one material Circumſtance I'd 5 
know. 
Dor. Your Pleaſure, Sir? 
Sir Jobn. Perhaps the Cobler has—you underſtand me! 

DoF. I do aſſure you, No; for &er ſhe was convey'd to 
his Bed, the Cobler was got up to work, and he has done 
nought but beat her ever f ince, and you are like to reap 
the Fruits of his Labour. He'll be with you in a | Minut e b 
here he comes. | 


35 4 Bter Jobſon. 
Fir Job. 80 Jobſon, where's your Wiſe? | | 

Job. And pleaſe your Worſhip, ſhe's here at the Door, 
but indeed | thought I had loſt her juſt now; for as ſhe 
came into the Hall, ſhe fell into dich a S0 oon, that! 
thought ſhe would never come out on't again; but a 
Tweak or two by the Noſe, and half a dozen Straps did 
the Buſineſs at laſt. Here, wh&g are you, Houſewife? 
FF Enter Lady. 
{Butler bolds uf the Candle, but lets it fall when be fe ber.] 

But. O Heaven and Earth ! is this my Lady 


Job. What does he ſay ? my Wife chang'd — my 2 
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Oos Ay, I thought the other 2 too good fo our | 


A [To Sir Je bu. Sir, you are the Perſon I have moſt | 
offended, and here confeſs | have been the worſt of Wives 


in-every thing, but that 1 always kept myſelf chaſte. » H 4 
vou can vouchſafe once more to take me to your Boſom, 
the Remainder of my Days fhall joyfully be * in Du- 85 


ty, and obſervance of your Will. 
Sir John. Riſe, Madam, I do forgive you; aud if you 


are ſincere in what you ſay, you'll make me happier than 


all the Enjoyments in the World without you could do. 
Jao0ob. What a Pox : am I to loſe my Wiſe thus? 
Enter Lucy and Lettice. 
Lucy. Oh, Sir! the ſtrangeſt Accident has WET it 
has amaz'd us; my Lady was in ſo great a Swoon, we 


1 thought ſhe had been dead. 


Let, And when ſhe came to herſelf, ſhe prov'd another 


Woman. 


Job. Ha, ha, ha! a Bull, a Bull. 
Lucy. She is ſo chang'd, i knew her not; I never Faw 


| her Face before; O Lud! is this my Lady ? 


Let. We ſhall be maul'd again. 

Lucy. I thought our Happineſs was too great to laſt. 

Lady. Fear not, my Servants. It mall hereafter be my 
Endeavour to make ye happy. 

Sir Jobn. Perſevere in this Reſolution, and we ſhall be 


bleſt indeed, for Life. 


Enter Nell. | 

Nell. My Head turns round, [ muſt go home. O Z. ul 
are you there? 2 

Job. O Lud! is that fine Lady; my Wife ? Pgad Pm 
2 to come near her. What can be een af 
t 1s? 
Sir Jobn. This is a happy Change, and PII have it cele- 
brated with all the Joy! proclaim'd for my late ſhort-liv'd 


Lady. To me tis the happieſt Day I ever knew. 

Sir Jobs, Here Jobſon, take thy fine Wiſe, 

Job. But one Word, Sir. Did not your Worſhip 
make a Buck of me, e the Roſe? 

Sir John. No, upon my Honour, nor ever kiſt her 
Lips till I came from Hunting; but ſince ſhe has been a 
Means of bringing about this happy Change, ['ll give thee 
Five Hundred Pounds home wi her ; go buy a Stock 
of Leather. 

Job. 


5 5 5 1 take your Cloaths again; ©: . . 
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eg. ol „ % % Fg 
eh. Brave Boys! Vw a Prince; the Prince of Coblers. 
' Tome hither and kiſs me, Nel, ll never ſtrap thee mort. 


Ne. Indeed, Zebel; have been in ſuch a Dream, that 
2 Den quite weary of it. — Forſooth, Madam, will you 


5 I, ? 9 7 x * ky " Ly 
SF A V 6.5 
* 


0b. Hold r e Jou Fool, they I ſerve you to 
e h ma k -p the ad . 
La O, t ou. t eep w. an 1 reſer 
* 305. 1 can your 105 5 ive m St 
_ Far Hownr 1 mach, 0 av ö rapping 
Lad M eely e Joy of this bleſſed 
ſets all things right again. $4 | Change 
Hr John. Let us forget every thing that. is paſt, uud 
5 kink: of nothing now but Joy and Pleaſure. . is 


: A 1 R xvl. Hey Boys dey we. | | 
Lady. Let ev ry Face with Smiles oppeat, 1 BY | 
wil Be Joy in ev'ry Breaſ t,, 410 

Sur ſrom a Life of, Pain «64 dy. Sao | 


Sir FR Mey no Remembrance of pat n 1 
Our preſent Pleaſures ſoil, l 

54 17 20e. nougb biet Mirth and Joy a one, N os 
And Sporting all our Toil. He. 28 


3. Thy ee to pal 9 
„ Ef be ſo bold; „ hw 
N 8 EW = | 9 the Devil, and gel, | 
ad Sen tame d Scold. ILY * 
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